There may be troubled 
waters ahead 


Written by dreamkatcha. Any related videos, as always, can 
be found on my YouTube channel. 

None of this would have been possible without the fantastic 
resources generously provided by immensely talented 
emulator authors, and communities such as Hall of Light, 
Lemon Amiga, Lemon 64, World of Spectrum, Moby Games, 
World of Longplays and Recorded Amiga Games. Thank you 
for your tireless dedication to preserving the history of 

gaming. 


Greta Thunberg is right - Kevin Costner's aquatic survival 
epic, Waterworld, is the evidence! 
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You'll have to Imagine Hal Douglas' gravelly baritone 
narration. "In a world..." 

Fear not, Greta will find a solution. In her seven years on 
planet earth, she's learnt everything from the meaning of life 
to what comes after. Have faith and heed her call to arms, for 
the alternative is imminent death... and worse! 

At some vague, distant point in the future (believed to be 
2500-ish), all the ice caps have defrosted, causing planet 
earth to be swamped with the wet stuff. Saltwater that is, not 
the purified 'hydro' the surviving inhabitants must drink to 
sustain their pointless existence. That's what the movie was 
originally to be called - Hydroworld - before Universal 
decided that its audience would be too dim-witted to spot 
the connection. 



Luckily for 'the mariner' aka Kevin Costner, he's a gill¬ 
breathing, amphibian mutant who can swim as proficiently as 


a fish, hunt seafood with a spear and build boats from 
flotsam and jetsam fit for a world catamaran regatta. 



You can tell mutants apart by their flappy ears and webbed 
feet, although you wouldn't want to shout about your 
alternative heritage since everyone despises and fears them 
for no apparent reason. Maybe that explains why we only 
encounter one in the entirety of the movie's 73-hour runtime. 
That's how long it feels anyway, it's actually 135 minutes. If 
you're going to refresh your memory, you may like to break it 
into ten-minute sessions to avert slipping into an eternal 
coma. 




Believe it or not, an even longer director's cut exists that, 
whilst plugging the gaping plot holes, makes it even more 
tortuously turgid. One small honorarium is that we learn right 
at the end that the mariner could have had a name from the 
outset, and if he did it would be Ulysses. That explains why 
the alternative version is called 'the Ulysses cut'. It was 
originally a fan hack contribution that was eventually 
adopted by Universal and made official once the reintegrated 
deleted scenes had been remastered. 

Enola: He doesn't have a name so Death can't find him! 

Ulysses whiles away his endless days scavenging the seabed 
for essential survival kit and trinkets with which to furnish his 





elaborate seafaring abode. Before realising M//7oand what he 
is, humans assume he has exclusive access to the elusive dry 
land they crave. When you live on floating, makeshift debris 
islands, naturally all you can think about is relocating from 
your 'atoir to somewhere the ground stays still. 



Deacon: Dry land is not just our destination, it is our 
destiny! 

Anything he can't forage himself (and why not?) Ulysses 
barters for using dirt as currency. You heard me correctly, dirt 
is so revered because it's the substance in which plants/food 
are grown. If they knew his came from the seabed, they 
might not be so keen - salt is a natural weed killer! Scraps of 
mouldy paper aren't much use either, yet are equally 
treasured, perhaps just because it's such a rare commodity 
and people are rapidly forgetting how to read. 



























Mariner: Dry land is a myth. 

Helen: No, you said it yourself, that you've seen it. 

Mariner: You're a fool to believe in something you've 
never seen. 

Helen: But the things on your boat...! 

Mariner: The things on my boat, what? 

Helen: There are things on your boat that no one has 
ever seen. These shells, the music box and the reflecting 
glass. Well, if not from dry land, then where? Where? 







Mariner: You wanna see dry land? You really wanna see 
it? I'll take you there. 

Since the salinated seawater surrounding them isn't potable, 
Ulysses has devised a filtration system to cleanse it. Who 
know then why it's necessary to drink his own urine? 
Because it contains more micro-nutrients than seawater? It 
tastes better? Probably just to convince us he's a nutter. 
Something he does admirably. He's not your typical leading 
hero. Which reminds me, we were introduced to Hoggle from 
Labyrinth in a similarly uncouth manner. 



Mess with Ulysses' craft, even if this only entails doodling 
with delible crayons and he'll cut your long, flowing locks as 
punishment. Talk too much and he'll chuck you overboard to 
fend for yourself amidst the gargantuan Graboid-like 
seaworms (oh yeah, stingrays too). Especially if you're a tiny. 



cute little lO-year-old girl who can't swim. Why she can't 
swim is more of a mystery than Kev's broken neural wiring. 
Most people learn when they're five years old, even when 
there isn't the remotest possibility of rolling out of bed into 
the ocean. Nine years later Tina would play Deb in Napoleon 
Dynamite. That's not especially relevant, I just wanted to 
trigger one of those "ah, that's where I've seen her before" 
moments. Tick. 

Mariner: This is my boat. I got it the way I like it. You take 

up space and you slow me down. 










Yes, he's rabidly possessive, autocratic, misogynistic, a bit of 
an abhorrent pig really. Don't worry, he'll come round once 
he meets the right human woman (hi Helen) and child (you 
too Enola) to draw out his paternal instincts. Speaking of 
which, we were first introduced to Jeanne Tripplehorn (Helen) 
as police psychologist Dr Beth Garner in Basic Instinct. 



Where were we? Oh yes, it's all part of Kev's personal 
developmental journey. We'd hate him otherwise, and that's 
not recommended when you're trying to market a movie off 
the back of its main star. You might hate him anyway, he's a 
miserable git after all. Then i/i/e would be too with no 
technology to keep us amused. Social contact is there if he 
wants it. Some criticise Costner's performance, accusing him 
of phoning it in, yet if he was aiming for subdued, he hit the 
nail on the head. Downbeat doesn't begin to cover it - refer to 
his response to losing his home... "my boat". That's it. Enola 


isn't joking when she suggests he isn't the most adept 
communicator. Then he was in the throes of divorce whilst 
filming, which no doubt would have taken its toll. 



Enola: You're not so tough, you know that? How many 
people have you killed? Ten? Twenty? 

Mariner: You talk a lot. 

Enola: I talk a lot because you don't talk at all. Now, how 
many? 


Mariner: Including little girls? 


Enola: I'm not afraid of you. I told Helen you wouldn't be 
so ugly if you cut your hair. 

Mariner: In fact, you talk all the time. It's like a storm 
when you're around! 



Kev doesn't really need to get his new family onside despite 
Enola having a map to dry land tattooed on her back. Mr 
Mariner doesn't care about reaching dry land because he's a 
dyed in the wool sea lubber who would feel ensnared settling 
down on an island. Everest as it happens, the only land high 
enough to protrude above the new seawater baseline. That's 
what the cryptic coordinates on Enola's back refer to. Proving 
his lack of attachment to all things stable and dry, ultimately 
Ulysses delivers his adopted tribe to the promised land and 
then immediately sets sail to avoid being tethered. 

Helen: Did you see anything out there? 


Mariner: See what? 





Helen: An end, to all this water? 

Mariner: That old woman they buried today? She found 
the only end there is. 

It begs the question, why bother supporting them? At one 
point Kev considers 'mercy killing' the little 'un upon 
realising that rations will be insufficient to sustain all three 
sailors following an attack from the 'Smokers'. Point being 
that he has no qualms over them perishing. 

Helen: You've been there, haven't you? Dryland? You 
know where it is. 

Mariner: Yeah, I know where it is. 

Helen: And, uh, and we're going? 

Mariner: You and I are. The kid we gotta pitch over the 
side. 

Helen: What? 

Mariner: My boat's tore up. I'm taking on water. 

(points to water filtration) 

Mariner: I'd be lucky to get half a hydro ration out of that. 
Helen: You know, I said I won't drink. 

Mariner: For twelve days? 

Helen: (Nods) 

Mariner: No. It's better that one of you dies now, than 
both of you die slow. 


Helen: Wait, wait. We saved your life. We got you out. 

Mariner: No. You got me out so you could get out. We're 
even. 



Kev eventually bonds with Helen and Enola and then throws 
away the blossoming relationships at the first sign of "land 
sickness". Then again, it makes perfect sense that his 
behaviour seems irrational and disproportionate. He is an 
unfathomable alien after all. At least a member of another 
species. Official movie trivia rules and regulations oblige me 
to inform you that Enola backwards spells 'alone'. A bit of a 


silly gimmick considering Tina Majorino's feisty, precocious 
character never is. Maybe it was intended to refer to her 
being an orphan. 

Mariner: You know what this is. I drop it, you burn. 

Doctor: We all burn... 

Deacon: Now-now-now, let's not do anything rash here. I 
mean, are you sure this kid is worth it? I mean, she never 
does stop talking, she never shuts up! 

Mariner: I noticed. 

Deacon: So what is it, then? It's the map. 

Mariner: She's my friend. 

Deacon: Golly gee, a single tear rolls down my cheek. 
You're gonna die for your friend. 

Mariner: If it comes to that. 

(He ignites the flare, and holds it over the hole again) 
Nord: He's bluffing! I'll kill him. 

Enola: He's not bluffing, he never bluffs. 

Deacon: SHUT UP! 

(to the Mariner) 

Deacon: l-l-l-l-l don't think you're gonna drop that torch, 
my friend. 

Mariner: Why not? 

Deacon: Because you're not crazy. 


(the Mariner smiles, lifts his hand, and drops the flare 
down the hole) 

Deacon: NO-0-0-0-0! 

Deacon: Don't just stand there, kill something! 



Now the Smokers, they're a clan of simpletons who require 
little analysis to decipher. They intend to abduct Enola to 
exploit the information conveyed by her tattoo in order to 
locate dry land. Their party is led by one-eyed Dennis Hopper 
(the 'Deacon') who will stop at nothing to fulfil his master 
plan. 

Deacon: I've had a vision so great, as it came to me I 
wept. 






Cue a cavalcade of protracted seaborne attacks on Kev and 
his tag-team. 

(while holding Helen and the Mariner at gunpoint) 

Deacon: All right, that's it! If you won't tell us where she 
is, let's just KILL 'EM ALL! 


(He fires a gun into the air) 



Enola: (popping up from her hiding place) NO! 

Deacon: Ha-ha, so gullible! 

It's no wonder the movie drags on for days - every 
spectacular action set-piece takes an eternity to unfold and 
there are so many of them. Anyone would think they're 
watching a Universal Studios stunt performance. It does at 
least distract us from the absence of a plot. Waterworld is like 
Castaway turned inside out, blended with Mad Max II: the 
Road Warrior. Impressive technically and visually, just so 
intensely tedious it makes you want to drown yourself in the 
bathtub to end the misery. Not one of Costner's finest 
performances. I'd rather watch JFK, Dances with Wolves and 
The Bodyguard three times each, back to back, any day. 

Considering the movie is such a charisma-free, unappealing 
shambles, it isn't surprising that there's so little interest in 
the accompanying game published by Ocean of America. I 
struggled to find a single English review of the DOS or SNES 
version published at the time of release. It was supposed to 
be covered in SuperPlay issue 38 (December 1995) but 
M/asn'f with no explanation. I didn't dare delve into 
commentary on the notoriously awful Virtual Boy translation. 
Power and Magic's Game Boy rendition of Waterworld is 
structurally similar to the SNES game, albeit with more 
primitive, monochrome graphics and modified level layouts. 
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The group implored people to 
collect and preserve as many 
books, magazines and news 
papers as possible to "give the 
future a chance”. 
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There's a long article covering every aspect of the SNES 
game in Nintendo Power, although it reads like an extended 
advert. It's not an assessment and doesn't offer any kind of 
rating. That was the approach some magazines took back 
then to stay commercial. To hell with their credibility. 
























































A Genesis incarnation was produced by Data Design 
Interactive, yet never officially published. An unfinished 
prototype can be found online which will run in an emulator 
such as Kega Fusion. You might find 'completing' it a bit of an 
anticlimax, however, as the game ends upon dispatching the 
last of the Smokers. Deacon fails to put in an appearance, 
then the game ends abruptly with no finale sequence. Not 
that the SNES game improves upon the latter. A single static 
picture is our reward followed by rolling credits. 

Waterworld for the Mega Drive was previewed by several 
magazines in 1995 conveying the bare minimum of solid 
information since that's all they had to go on. It's a shame it 
failed to ship since this is superior to the SNES version that 
didh\tthe retailers' shelves. In Europe anyway. 

According to C&VG 165 (August 1995) a PlayStation version 
was planned. Likewise, GamePro 78 (January 1996) reported 
















that a SEGA Saturn iteration was to follow. Neither 
materialised likely due to the poor performance of the movie 
and 16-bit games. In the same issue, GamePro informed us 
that, "For the 32-bit systems, Waterworld promises a virtual 
3D ocean with a dynamic surface. Texture-mapped models 
will add to the realism." 



What did emerge isn't a stellar example of movie-to-game 
adaptation so perhaps it's no great loss. We can live without 
a more visually advanced rendition of a game no-one wants 
to play. Speaking of which (now I've whetted your appetite!), 
it's an amalgamation of isometric sailing levels, deep-sea 
swimming and boat-based platforming. None of which are 
particularly enthralling or innovative. Feel free to duck out 
now if you'd rather investigate the DOS RTS game that 
followed two years later courtesy of Interplay/Intelligent 
Games. Not that this offers any more depth. 

Level one challenges us to captain Kev's trimaran, skimming 
the ocean waves between atolls to wipe out the foul Smokers 
who attack by sea as well as aerially. Curse you. Jack Black! 
You'd do anything for a cameo! 




























Their name isn't a clever, esoteric metaphor. They're 
designated the Smokers literally because they're forever 
seen chewing on filthy, rotten cancer sticks. Even the 'doctor' 
smokes. 


Deacon: How 'bout a cigarette? Nothing like a good 
smoke when you miss your mom... Never too young to 
start... 









They're also particularly fond of vodka so could just as easily 
have been branded the 'Drinkers'. Someone really didn't 
approve of either since the none too subtle negative 
connotations abound. The Smokers are portrayed as scurvy 
pirates completely devoid of morals and basic hygiene 
standards who are delighted by the opportunity to rape and 
pillage to their tar-blackened, shrivelled heart's content. 

Even producers of canned meat products of dubious quality 
wanted nothing to do with them. 

In the game, they attack relentlessly in seemingly 
neverending waves forcing us to pummel the fire button like 
a demented woodpecker who's just been told there's a pint of 
cider waiting for it inside the thickest tree in the forest. 



In some levels, we can only progress to the more interesting 
stages by slaughtering a predetermined number of Smokers 
so must keep plugging away until the conveyor belt convoy 
of adversaries ceases. It wouldn't be so bad if we could just 
enable autofire, wait for the rapscallions to glide into our 
path and commit hari-kari while we watch Open Water, but 
we're expected to move too! Outrageous. 

In-between dispatching renegade outlaws we must visit 
floating communities to trade goods as well as repair our 
vessel, dispensing credits earned throughout the levels. 
Unlike in the movie, it's not possible to engage in human 
trafficking, selling women as sex slaves in exchange for scrap 
paper. Yes, that's really where this bizarre 12-rated 
swashbuckling adventure leads us, although Kev, discovering 
his conscience, backs out of the deal at the 11th hour. Even 
prepubescent Enola was under offer momentarily (courtesy 
of Kim Coates presumably channelling Robin Williams). This 
paedophilia angle is alluded to on several occasions and is as 
creepy as you'd imagine. 




Mariner: Two drifters meet. Something needs to be 
exchanged. 

Drifter: I know the code. But I'll give this one to you for 
free. 

Mariner: Nothing's free in Waterworld. 

Upon completion of a level, we're presented with an 
assessment of our performance including the calculated 
conferment of credits in relation to the volume of dirt (or 
'chits') and other paraphernalia accumulated. 



On some levels, right before, we're congratulated with the 
blunt message, "Well done, all smokers eliminated". How 
gratifying. I've often longed to hear such happy tidings! ;) 











































For level two we plunge beneath the waves to explore a 
labyrinthine ocean. 




While oxygen is limited, we can survive submerged without 
breathing apparatus far longer than humans, granting the 
opportunity to gather sunken treasure and chits to be traded 
in the shop. These are awkwardly presented self-service 
arrangements. There's a shopkeeper on hand, though as he 
doesn't move a muscle or speak, he may as well be a glassy¬ 
eyed window mannequin. 





Any objects we wish to assess for purchase are bounced onto 
the counter from off-screen so he must have a shy assistant 
on the payroll. Making it worse, actions taken here are 
punctuated with jarring voice samples. It's all a bit bizarre 
and gimmicky, sabotaging any atmospheric sense of peril 
engendered by the opening cutscene. In any case, up for 
grabs is an uzi, mines or shrapnel mines, a harpoon, Gatling 
gun and spear bombs. 






Deacon: Bring out the kamikazes. 

(Kamikazes are flying out of water on jet skis and skid on 
ski jumps to fly over the Floating Cage's walls and take 
out the inhabitants. One kamikaze is sent in a tugboat to 
drive into the base of the Floating Cage) 

Deacon: Well, that made a hole! 





It's back on board the trimaran for level three, although we're 
now in defence mode, protecting the Atollers who hate our 
guts. Well, at least initially. In the movie, they later join 
forces with Kev to rescue Enola from the Deacon and his crew 
of brutish jetski-riding marauders. Instead, in the game, 
we're rewarded with credits for preventing the Smokers from 
kidnapping our new cohorts or liberating the already 
captured ones. 

Deacon: Let's have an intelligent conversation here: I'll 
talk, and you listen. 

Enola: He's killed dozens of people, and he doesn't have 
any mercy or anything. He even kills little girls. 

Nord: Haven't we all? 

Ourfinal task is to embark upon Deacon's ship to pack him 
off to a watery grave, battling his loyal lackey mercenaries on 
route. 





It's a fairly typical platforming affair in which we find 
ourselves armed to the flippers with weapons that were 
beyond the grasp of Kev in the movie. That's assuming we've 
amassed sufficient credits to buy such an arsenal. 
























otherwise, we must rely on pistols, harpoons, rifles and 
ammo seized from slain wave-riders. Which is all very 
convenient unless we find ourselves perched on a ladder 
needing to shoot something since that's not a possibility. 
Same goes for mid-leap attacks. 

Depth Gauge: (Sees the Mariner's lit flare about to fall on 
the oil. An end to his miserable existence) Oh, thank 
God! 

(Kaboom) 

It's a long, arduous quest, all about as eventful and exciting 
as the Kevin Costner vehicle on which it's based. Another 
formulaic multi-genre licensed title designed to cash in on a 
pre-hyped dubiously presumed blockbuster. Thank Neptune 
for the level-jumping password system! 





































Undoubtedly the high water mark is the mood-enhancing 
soundtrack courtesy of Dean Evans. A hundred and five 
soporific minutes worth of mostly down-tempo, ambient 
anthems that - whilst not exactly denoting the desired 
frenetic pace of action games - is a fantastic chill-out album 
in its own right. A perfect antidote to insomnia... as long as 
you experience it isolated from the rousing, explosive sound 
effects. 

If the music seems discordant with the futuristic pirate 
theme, we should keep in mind that it wasn't originally 
composed for Waterworld. Some tracks were intended to 
feature in the cancelled Ocean SNES/Mega Drive game. 
Green Lantern, due to be released a year earlier. Actually, 
would it really have been any more appropriate for a 
platforming superhero game? Nevermind, who would have 
complained? 


other pieces were designed solely to test the music software 
employed to produce it. What a tragic waste that would have 
been. 



Surely, when clinching the movie license deal, no-one at 
Ocean could have foreseen what a turkey it would turn out to 





be. Once the reviews surfaced, domestic box office takings 
sunk without trace. Waterworld was, however, better 
received overseas and eventually clawed back its insanely 
inflated budget courtesy of DVD sales and other spin-off 
ventures such as the action figures. Regardless, it's clearly a 
project that many of the production crew involved would 
rather hadn't happened owing to the well-publicised - 
sometimes death-defying - difficulties endured. 

To a lesser extent, the developers of the accompanying game 
likely consider it an entry on their CVs that they'd be happy 
to forget. It shouldn't be difficult, they get plenty of support 
from retro gaming enthusiasts and video game historians! 



